60         John Bull's Other Island      Act ill

and poor Matthew, outfaced by the miller, humbly turns the
basket upside down and sits on it. Cornelius brings his own
breakfast chair from the table and sits doivn on Father Dcmpsefs
right. Eroadbent resumes his scat on the rustic bench. Larry
crosses to the bench and is about to sit down beside him when
Eroadbent holds him off nervously.

BROADBENT. Do you think it will bear two, Larry ?

LARRY. Perhaps not. Dont move. I'll stand. [He posts
himself behind the bencb\

They are all now stated, except Larry; and the session
assumes a portentous air, as if something important were
coming.

CORNELIUS. Praps youll explain, Father Dcmpsey.

FATHER DEMPSEY. No, no: go on, you i the Church has
no politics.

CORNELIUS. Were yever thinkin o goin into parliament
at all, Larry?

LARRY. Me!

FATHER DEMPSEY [encouragingly] Yes, you. Hwy not?

LARRY. I'm afraid my ideas would not be popular enough.

CORNELIUS. I dont know that.   Do you, Barney?

DORAN. Thcres too much blatherumskite in Irish politics :
a dale too much.

LARRY. But what about your present member? Is he
going to retire?

CORNELIUS. No : I dont know that he is.

LARRY [interrogatively"] Well? then?

MATTHEW [breaking out with surly bitterness"] Wevc had
enough of his foolish talk agcn lanlords. Hwat call has
he to talk about the Ian, that never was outside of a city
office in his life?

CORNELIUS. We're tired of him. He docsnt know hwcre to
stop. Every man cant own land; and some men must own
it to employ them. It was all very well when solid men
like Doran and me and Mat were kep from ownin land.
But hwat man in his senses ever wanted to give land to
Patsy Farrll an dhe like o him ?